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Summary: SEPTIPLIER AWAY! Septiplier high school AU, Jack was having 
school trouble back home and is now in america, he finds interest in 
a center group of dorks. Lets see how Jack makes his new home, 
home . 


1 . Eirst Day 

Alright lets get this hot mess out of the way. I'm Jack. Well Sean, 
but I have always gone by Jack. I am 16 and am now entering my new 
high school. In America. My parents were having issues with my old 
school, so I got moved here with my older brother Malcolm. He's not 
in school but he still has to babysit me. But it is my first day of 
school so lets get into it! 

I hear my alarm blaring through my sleeping sate. I'm slow but I 
still get up. My brother from the other room starts banging and 
welling, "Turn that fucking thing off! Its to damn loud!" I laugh to 
myself. "Yeah, yeah I know!" I walk out of my new room down the hall 
to our small kitchen. We just got settled in yesterday. Its a small 
house, our parents bought it for us a month ago. It was cheep. And I 
can see why. There are two bedrooms, one bathroom, a huge living 
room, and one small kitchen. Its the kind of house newlyweds would 
buy. But I like it, its just outside of the town. And it feels a bit 
like home. There is a forest just behind the house. Its peaceful. My 
brother emerges from his room, his sleeping habits are still messed 
up from the move. 

After breakfast I leave for school. Malcolm has to find a job today. 
We only have enough money to last a month. But that was expected. 

When I finally get to my new school, I notice that theirs not a lot 
of people are here, "hummm" I pull out my phone and look at the time. 
Its 7:30am. Well that explains that. The doors to the school arnt 
even unlocked yet. I look down the street to see a small petrel 
station. Its a Kum & Go. Well that's very inductance. With the money 
I had, I stock up on snakes and a few things to drink. I don't know 



why but I can eat a lot. 


I sit outside the school for about 30 minutes before I saw someone. A 
few teachers, no students. Until I see a boy run behind the school. I 
fallow the boy just a bit behind him. He looks older then me, hes 
taller, and has dark blue hawk and black around it. I think hes 
wearing glasses. Where is he going. As I turn the corner I see no 
one. Hes gone. 

A/N I wanted to try something new hope you all like it! Sorry its 
short. Comment if you want me to continue. 


2 . First Encounter 
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data-p-id="05d78dfd8dlc58acaf 03b956562a0ea2"He was just gone. Like 
poof. I look around a bit and there is no sign that he was ever here. 
When I turned to leave, he was standing right there. Just looking at 
me. He is wearing glasses, he is wearing a shallow v-neck shirt that 
has red on his chest, but his back was black. He also had dark blue 
jeans on a black Vans too. He was actually cute, span 
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are you following me?" He said it as if he was mad but, he's not mad 
he's scared. Why? "Umm. . .Well my name is Sean. Call me Jack. I was 
fallowing you because you where the first kid I had seen at school 
all morning." He looked at me up and down. It's as if he has 
terminator vision. He took a step back, took a deep breath and 
unclenched his fits, p 
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defensive. I'm Mark. Are you new? You sound Irish." I couldn't help 
myself and I burst out laughing. "I sound Irish? I don't understand 
how I sound Irish, when I am Irish. Moved here two days ago. Pleasure 
to meet you."p 
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statement. "I'll show you were I was going." And with that we went 
around to the back area of the school. It was a huge field with a few 
trees here and there. He moves some twigs and dirt. A door was 
reviled. It was small almost to small for him to fit through, p 
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where ever we are, I notice him walking down a really dark brick 
hallway. "Where are we going?" He chuckles to himself, we make a few 
more turns, "We are going to my hiding place." span 
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and we are at a big heavy metal door. This seem legit. A few clicks 
and uttered cursed words and the door was open. When we enter I see a 
haven. He had super comfy chairs, and a nice computer set up. I guess 
he just rather be alone. Then why am I here? He shuts the door behind 
us. "Sorry for being creepy. I have never brought anyone down here 
before." He was sad. "Why? Don't you have friends?" p 
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got lost in his deep enchanting brown eyes. "I do have friends. They 
just live a town over, so I only get to see them on weekends. Other 
then them I don't have any friends." Well what do we have to lose? "I 
need a friend." He looked at me as if I was trying to plot against 
him. "I'd like that." span style="box-sizing : border-box; 
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End 
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